

















Baptized in a Bucket! 


Buckets were used for the baptism ° 


because there wasn’t anything else avail- 
able, and the Kalbermatter family were 
determined to be baptized. 

The missionary spoke to the family sit- 
ting in front of him. “We have finished 
our series of Bible studies,” he said. “Are 
you willing to follow Jesus?” 

“I am,” said Mother. 

“So are we,” said several of the others. 

“I’m so happy,” said the minister sol- 
emnly. “Is there a river or lake nearby 
with enough water in which to conduct the 
baptismal service?” 














“Down the well is the only place I know 
of,” piped up little brother. 

Mother was shocked. She looked sternly 
at little brother. It was embarrassing to 
have him say such a silly thing. 

The missionary just smiled. “No, no, 
little one,” he said. ‘That would never do. 
We need a river or a lake. Mrs. Kalber- 
matter,” he said to Mother, “is there not 
a lake or river nearby?” 

Slowly Mother shook her head. 

“You see,” big sister explained, “here 
on the Argentine pampas where we liv 
you can go for miles and miles and mile 
and never find even a stream.” 

“What shall we do?” asked the mis- 
sionary. 

“Perhaps we'll have to follow little 
brother’s suggestion,” said big brother. 

They went out and looked at the well, 
little brother trailing behind. 

“Pretty dark down there,” sister observed. 

“And how would we reach the water?” 
the missionary asked. 

“Oh, there’s plenty of rope,” big brother 
said, “and there are two buckets.” 

“How about it, Sister Kalbermatter?” 
the missionary asked. “Would you be 
afraid?” 

“No,” she smiled. “It’s all right, just so 
long as I can follow Jesus.” 

“Then we'll have the baptism in the 
well,” the missionary decided. And little 
brother grinned all over. 

I suppose they sang a hymn and the 
minister led in prayer. Then he stepped 
into one of the buckets, and big brother 
let out the rope, lowering him farther and 
farther, until the water was up to his waist. 

“Far enough,” the minister called. Then 
one of the members of the family stepped 
into the other bucket. Big brother let him 
down till he was waist deep in water too, 
and then the minister baptized him. He 
was pulled to the top, and another member 
of the family went down. And so it went 
till all were baptized. 

That really took place many years ago 
in Argentina. The Kalbermatters were de- 
termined to follow Jesus and would not 
let anything stand in their way. 

How about you? Are you letting some- 
thing stand in the way of your being bap- 
tized? If you are old enough, don’t put 
it off. 

Your friend, 


on A 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 














WITHOUT A DEVIL STRING 


PAID 


By EUNICE SOPER~ 


; WAS a risky thing that Tatangu was 
about to do. If the devil gods were really 
as powerful as he had been told they were, 
they would be angry with him. Who knew 
what trouble they might bring on his fam- 
ily? And what dreadful things might they do 
to the little baby that would be born very 
soon? 

The sun was warm on his back as he 
trudged down the dusty path. Ahead of him 
the calm sea sparkled in the early morning 
sunshine. On either side the feathery palms 
and ferns reached up to the clear blue sky. 
This was going to be a good day for fishing, 
but the beauty and the hopefulness of the 
day seemed to be lost on Tatangu. His usu- 
ally cheery face was sober. His fishing luck 
had been bad lately—very bad. Each day 











he had gone out in his boat only to return 
with empty net. Never did he come home 
with more than a few fish. Why? he asked 
himself. Why? 

He had always been faithful in his worship 
of his devil gods. He had never stepped into 
his boat without first cutting a fresh vine to 
drape across the front of the boat. The vine, 
called a devil string, should have brought him 
good fortune, but the fact still remained— 
his fishing luck was bad. 

He was almost ashamed of the doubts that 
had come to his mind. Was it possible that 
the devil gods had no power? Could it be 

To page 21 


Never had the fishing been better! All day Tatangu 
cast out his net and hauled the fish into his boat. 
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Danger waited in the cypress groves. 


The Guardian Angel of Summer Camp 
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H®: Johnnie, wake up!” 

Frank was shaking his partner’s shoul- 
der. He did not know that hidden danger 
lay waiting for them that day. 

“See,” he added, “the sun is shining, and 
it looks as if we will be able to take that 
long boat ride Elder Smith promised us.” 

But Frank wasn’t the only excited boy 
that morning. All the Juniors at Louisiana's 
1953 summer camp were eagerly looking 
forward to the promised boat ride. 

They had been having a good time at 
camp, but since there had been a lot of rain, 
Elder Smith, the camp director, had prom- 
ised to take them on a boat ride around the 





By HAROLD E. HAAS 


lake. It would take about four hours, leading 
through trails cut in the cypress trees tha 
grew right up out of the water, and beneath 
hanging Spanish moss. It would go back into 
the secret parts of the lake that, so far, the 
campers had seen only from a distance. This 
is why Frank was up shaking Johnnie's 
shoulder and happily telling him that the 
sun was shining. 

Soon the entire camp was awake, and 
everyone everywhere, it seemed, was talking 
about the boat ride. In the showers, at the 
breakfast table, in the kitchen, all were talk- 
ing about that one thing. If yeu listened 
carefully you might have heard comments 
like this: 

“Joan, I can hardly wait until ten o'clock, 
when we are to start on the boat ride.” 

“Nor can I,” would come the answer. “I’m 
so excited I don’t know what to do. 

“I wonder what we'll see? Perhaps there 
will be an alligator!” 

“Oh, wouldn't that be thrilling,” said an- 
other girl. “Hurry up, ten o'clock!” 

As we were saying, the sun did come out 
bright and early that Thursday morning; 
but around nine-thirty rain clouds gathered, 
and the skies grew gray and dark almost as 
if it were an omen of the tragedy that would 
come so near that day. The shadow was 
soon reflected in the faces of the campers, 
for they feared the rain might rob them of 
the trip. 

But the frowns changed to smiles as if by 
magic when Elder Smith announced that 
everyone should put on his swimming suit, 
for the boat ride would go on as scheduled, 
rain or shine. 

There was a deafening cheer of approval, 
and before it seemed that enough time had 
passed, the campers had raced to their 
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cabins, changed into their swimming suits, 
and were marching to the lake. 

“Look,” shouted Frank. “Here come the 
boats!” 

Rounding the bend in the lake, they 
came. Eight of them were tied one behind 
the other, pulled by a motor in front. Four- 
teen more boats were in another string, 
pulled by a funny-looking barge with two 
long blades reaching out in front to cut 
weeds and trash from the lake. 

In just a matter of minutes the campers 


were loading in. 

@ “Only four Juniors, one counselor, and a 
life preserver to a boat,” Elder Smith said, 
and the boats were loaded with such caution 
and care that some of the Juniors, anxious 
to get started, almost became impatient. 

“You must sit perfectly still,’ Elder Smith 
told them when all were aboard. “There 
must be no foolishness whatsoever. We can’t 
take any chances of an accident spoiling our 
fun.” And then, at last, they were off. 

Frank and Johnnie were in the first boat 
behind the barge with the long sharp blades, 
and were thoroughly enjoying every minute. 

“Isn't this just about the most fun you 
ever had in all your life?” said Frank. 

“It certainly is!” agreed Johnnie. “I’m so 
glad I came to camp this year. I’m not going 


The blade hung over the boat full of girls, hovered 
a moment, then began falling, closer and closer. 





to miss a single one until 
I pass the age limit.” 

There were so many in- 
teresting things to see! 
There were huge masses 
of fish eggs on the bottom 
of the lake. There were 
egrets, graceful birds with long legs and 
long necks. There were beautiful trees, and 
the trailing Spanish moss. But there were 
no alligators. 

Perhaps it would have been better if the 
most dangerous thing that had happened had 
been seeing an alligator. What nearly in- 
jured some of them that day had teeth much 
sharper than an alligator’s and just as deadly. 

About two thirds of the way around the 
lake something went wrong with the little 
barge that was pulling the first string of 
boats. It stopped, and appeared to be having 
trouble. All eyes were anxiously fixed on the 
two men whom the Park Commission had 
sent to run the barge. 

Rumors began to fly thick and fast. “Prob- 
ably ran out of gas!” said Betty. 

“More than likely we got water in the 
carburetor,” said one of the boys wisely. 

“I wonder if we'll have to swim back,” 
said one of the little girls. 

“I hope it doesn’t start to rain again while 
we are stuck here,’ said another. One of 

To page 20 
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THE SIDE-SADDLE RACE 


By FRANCES TAYLOR \o2 
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CHAPTER ONE: FUSSY MOTHERS 








ere hooked her right knee over the 
side-saddle horn, adjusted her long plaid 
skirt, kicked the pony in the flanks, and 
called, “I can beat you to the bridge at the 
foot of the hill!” 

“Is that so!” taunted Jean, giving her 
Indian pony a sharp cut with her quirt. 

“No one is going to beat Pinto,” shouted 
Fern. To the girl with the taffy hair sitting 
behind her she cautioned, “Hold tight, 
Pearl.” 

Dust and stones flew high in the air as 
the three horses galloped down the hill, 
skirts billowing out like great balloons. Four 
broad-brimmed hats, secured only by long 
hat pins, flapped up and down in the breeze. 
It was enough to scare the wits out of any 
self-respecting horse. However, these ponies 
were young and frisky and considered it fun, 
and besides, they were used to such antics. 

Finally they arrived at the home of Grace. 
Red-cheeked and laughing they burst into 
the kitchen. “O-h, something smells deli- 
cious. Mamma, when will supper be ready? 
We're starved.” 

“I should think you would be. Grace, it 
frightens me to see you race. You could be 
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killed. Suppose the pony stumbled and fell? 
Supper won't be long. Better go to your 
room and comb your hair. It looks as if you 
had been struck by a tornado.” 

Four pairs of slippers clattered up the un- 
carpeted stairs. In an apologetic tone Grace 
said, “Mamma is such a fussy-dussy. You 
might think I was ten years old instead of 
almost an adult. She seems to forget I will 
be fourteen in two more months. I’m plenty 
old enough to take care of myself.” 

Fern tossed her head and lowered her 
voice, “Grace, all mothers are alike. They 
simply can’t seem to realize we are no longer 
babies. Sometimes it makes me so embar- 
rassed before company the way my mother 
treats me.” 

As they brushed and combed their long 
hair, Grace, Fern, and Jean vied with one 
another in telling of the humiliation they 
received because their mothers hovered over 
them like a hen over her baby chicks. 
“When I become a mother,” said Grace em- 
phatically, “you won’t see me coddling .my 
daughters after they become young ladies 
like we are.” 

Pearl said nothing, but gazed out of the 
window as she arranged her braids. Her face 
was sad, and she struggled to keep back a 
tear. Finally she said, “Girls, did I ever tell 
you about my visit to my Aunt Abbie’s last 
summer in 

“Girls, supper is ready,” called Grace's 
mother from the foot of the stairs. 

They lost no time getting downstairs to 
see what good things they were to have for 
the evening meal. Pearl’s story was forgotten. 
“O-o-h!” squealed Grace. “Hot muffins and 














honey. And chocolate cake and ice cream. 
Mamma, why didn’t you let us turn the 
freezer? Where did you get the ice?” 

“Father brought it from Hazen’s ice house. 
Next year maybe we can go to the pond 
and bring ice for our ice house. Tomorrow 
you girls can turn the freezer and make 
more ice cream. You did not get home early 
enough today.” 

How much those girls ate! Almost as 
much as boys! 

Grace told the girls her mother was the 

est cook in the community. “Her chocolate 
cake simply melts in your mouth,” she said. 
Mother blinked hard to hold back a tear. 
Funny how she always felt like crying when 
Grace said things like that. She was really 
very happy. She loved Grace so much and 
wanted to keep her from suffering the dan- 
gers of life. 

The girls played games in the old parlor 
after supper, with Father and Mother join- 
ing in. Finally when the clock struck nine 
Grace and Pearl took turns playing the 
organ. “Shall we have some old-fashioned 
songs?” suggested Jean, who loved to sing. 

Then before they knew it, it was time 
for the girls to go to bed, but for the first 
hour they did more whispering and giggling 
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than sleeping. At last they were dreaming 
of the time when they would be real young 
ladies. All, that is, except Pearl. Being with 
these girls tonight had brought back to her 
mind her visit to Aunt Abbie the summer 
before. She could not forget the sad, sad 
thing that had happened to her cousins. And 
now, even as she slept, she dreamed of it, 
and wished it hadn't happened. 

The next morning was spent cooking a 
sumptuous dinner, lying in the hammock 
under the big walnut tree in the back yard, 
and just talking and enjoying life. 

After the dinner dishes were washed the 
girls went for a ride in the woods to look for 
wild grapes. Grace didn’t bother to saddle 
old Jim, for she could ride bareback side- 
wise as well as with a saddle. She took Pearl 
on behind her, for Pearl had no horse of 
her own. 

As they lined up beside the back porch, 
Grace’s mother came out, wiping her hands 
on her checked apron. “Daughter, do ride 
carefully. Here is the flour sack for the 
grapes. I hope you find some so I can make 
some grape jelly.” 

The girls promised, waved, and started 
at a brisk gallop down the lane toward the 
woods. Once out of sight of the house they 


As soon as they knew Mother could not see them, the 
girls kicked their horses in the flanks and set off 
at a mad gallop up the road, dust and stones flying. 


RUSS HARLAN, ARTIST 
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GOD’S GIFTS 


By NONA KEEN DUFFY 


My heavenly Father 
Gave me eyes 

That | might see 
Beyond the skies. 


He gave me ears 

That | might hear 
His voice so rich 

And sweet and clear. 


He gave me voice 
That | express 

In telling of 
God's loveliness. 


He gave me heart 
To feel His love 
And all good things 
Around, above. 


He gave me power 
To learn and grow 
And to reflect 
The good | know. 








kicked the ponies in the flank and raced 
away at top speed. Only Pearl seemed to 
remember the words of warning, but she 
said nothing, knowing it would be useless. 

They galloped up hill, down hill, across 
the creek, through the sandy bottom, around 
trees, through wild blackberry bushes that 
scratched the horses’ legs and made the 
ponies irritable and difficult to manage. The 
girls were more interested in doing stunts 
than in looking for grapes, but finally they 
filled a small flour sack with the purple 
fruit and climbed back on their tired ponies, 
heading for home. 
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“T'll carry the sack of grapes,” volunteered 
Pearl, climbing up on a fallen log to seat 
herself behind Grace. 

“Are you sure you can balance yourself 
sidewise and carry that bag of grapes?” 
asked Jean. “Maybe you better let me carry 
it.” 

However, Pearl felt she would be the only 
one who could remember to take care of 
the grapes, so insisted she could manage 
nicely. But as Grace started out at a hard 
zallop she wondered. She grabbed Grace 
around the waist with one arm and hel 
onto the bag with the other, wishing the 
pony would slow down. 

Now, old Jim was a smart pony, and he 
was becoming very disgusted with the rough 
treatment he had been receiving from his 
little mistress. He didn’t enjoy having his 
legs scratched with the thorns on the black- 
berry bushes; neither did he like so much 
racing up hill. Most of all, he disliked being 
jerked. His mouth was sore from having the 
bridle pulled first this way and then that. 
Besides, he was hot and thirsty. 

He must have been trying to make up 
his mind what was best for him to do when 
they came to some low-hanging limbs lead- 
ing down to the creek bed. Grace gave Jim 
a sudden jerk that hurt his mouth. He 
grabbed the bit in his teeth and started gal- 
loping down that bank, determined to get 
home right away. 

Grace yelled, “Whoa, Jim! Stop!” Pearl 
screamed. It was no use. The limbs pushed 
her over backward, down into the sandy 
creek bed, just as Grace was dragged off and 
thrown almost on top of her, yelling with 
all her might. 

Without one backward glance Jim scram- 
bled up the opposite bank, and with ears 
up and tail flying, he galloped for the barn 
as fast as he knew how. Fern and Jean 
heard the scream and hurried their ponies 
to find out what was the trouble. 

Seeing the two girls sitting in the sand 
of the creek bed, crying as hard as they 
could, they slid from their ponies and ran 
to them. “Grace, are you hurt?” asked Jean, 
almost too frightened to talk. 

Fern tried to help Pearl up. “Are you 
hurt badly? Did old Jim start bucking? I 
thought he was as gentle as a kitten.” 

Grace rubbed tears out of her eyes with 
a grimy hand and said, “I guess it wasn’t 
old Jim’s fault after all, for the limbs pulled 
us off. Pearl, are you hurt?” To page 16 








) 


He swallows air so he can swim! 





A FRIEND IN ARMOR 


paid 


By HARRY BAERG 


7 N ARMY chum and I were lying on a 


central Texas hillside during army ma- 
neuvers playing the part of wounded sol- 
diers. We were waiting for medical aid men 
to find us when we heard a rustling in the 
dry leaves nearby and saw a strange animal 
approaching. 

He was about the size of a house cat, 
but trotted like a dog, though in a more 
stiff-legged manner. When he came near 
enough for us to see the large ears on 
the small head and the shiny armor of 
his body, it was not hard to recognize 
him as an armadillo, even though nei- 
ther of us had seen one before. 

The armadillo kept coming 
straight toward us, and did not 
seem to see or hear us. We were 
in plain sight, but motionless. 
Neither the animal's eyes nor 
ears are very keen. When he was 
a few yards away he stopped, 
looked at us, and sniffed the air. 
Some slight motion or noise we 
made as we stretched our necks 
in curiosity, or maybe a breeze 
carrying our scent to him, had 
warned the armadillo of danger. 

He did not hesitate long, but 
turned and ran away as fast as 
his short legs could carry him. 
Had we tried we could have 
outrun him, but fortunately for 
him we did not know that at 
the time. 

After he had gone we ex- 
plored around a bit and found 
a den in the bank of a washout 


ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR 


These queer beasts, armadillos, which 
roll into balls to protect themselves, 
are becoming more common. 


just below us. No doubt the armadillo was 
heading for it when we first saw him. In the 
bottom of a nearby hollow we found evi- 
dence that the armadillo had been hunting. 
He had been rooting around under the dry 
leaves and litter looking for insects, which 
form most of his food. Occasionally he had 
dug a small hole to rout out a nest of ants 
or a beetle. 

Armadillos are sometimes accused of get- 
ting into poultry houses and eating eggs, but 
it is doubtful whether that happens very 
often. As an experiment a clutch of bantam 

To page 19 




































WORTH CYCLING TO! 


OHIO’S FIRST 


WARREN N. WITTENBERG, 


- ay lina miles on their bicycles was 
the distance a special unit of Pathfinders 
pedaled to attend Ohio's first Pathfinder fes- 
tival. They started early in the morning from 
Worthington, Ohio, and arrived at Mount 
Vernon before activities officially started. 
And they still had enough energy left to 
take part in the demonstrations, for they 
pretended they had an accident on their 
bikes, and showed how to render first aid. 
Then, the patient securely in place on a 
litter, they carried him off on their bicycles. 

Between 250 and 300 boys and girls, rep- 
resenting about twenty Pathfinder Clubs 
from all over the Buckeye State, gathered for 
the festival. There were a colorful parade, 
clever demonstrations, and splendid displays. 

The Mount Vernon club demonstrated 
speed knot tying and fancy bicycle drill 
work. Willoughby Pathfinders set up an out- 
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PATHFINDER FAIR 


Reporting 


post camp and built a tower from whic 
they signaled with flags, using Morse code. 

Then the Pathfinders from Monnett at- 
tempted the impossible. They tried to light 
fires with flint and steel in spite of the fact 
that the ground was wet. But they suc- 
ceeded! 

A new club, hailing from Springfield, put 
on a display of military calisthenics. Out- 
standing among the exhibitions was a tele- 
scope made by a Pathfinder from Hillsboro. 

Conference Pathfinder director Warren 
N. Wittenberg was in charge of this historic 
event. E. J. Barnes, now Ohio Conference 
educational secretary, was honored at the 
festival as the one who started the Path- 
finder Clubs in that conference. Next year 
Ohio’s Pathfinder fair will be worth cycling 
even farther to reach, for Pathfinders are 
rolling ahead in Ohio. 





The Pathfinders of Ohio march past the grandstand in the parade that started their 
fair. The weather was dull and overcast, but the spirits of the Pathfinders were bright. 


10 { JUNIOR GUIDE 








e , 3 





No book had directions for 
carrying a patient on bicy- 
cles, so Worthington Path- 
finders worked out this way. 


Speed knots by Mount Ver- 
non. (Girls note: Five girls 
have finished the knot. 
None of the boys have yet!) 


The boy wasn’t really hurt. 
But if he had been, these 
Worthington members would 
have been able to help him. 


A strike, a spark, a fizzle! 
Try again, and blow hard. 
Monnett lighted their fires 
in spite of the wet ground. 
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Unfortunately it was borrowed. 


The Pink Bathing Suit 


. «er? 


By MRS. JOHN 


WISH I had a bathing suit,” sighed 

Rhoda, as she sat on a picnic bench at the 
beach dangling her bare feet in the soft sand. 
She heard the lapping of the waves as they 
rolled in on the shore; and she heard the 
merry shouts of the happy girls as they 
jumped and splashed in the waves. 

“It must be lots of fun,” she said to her- 
self. “Oh, how I wish I had remembered to 
bring my bathing suit. A vacation at the 
beach isn’t any fun if you can’t go in swim- 
ming!” and she dug her bare toes deeper into 
the soft, warm sand. She tried to be content 
just to be an onlooker, but it was very hard 
to do. 

Suddenly a voice behind her said, “Well, 
look who's here!” 

“O Dianne, how you startled me!” said 
Rhoda, turning around to greet her friend. 

“How come you aren't in the water with 
the other girls?” asked Dianne. 

“Stupid, forgetful me,” said Rhoda. “I for- 
got to bring my bathing suit. By the way, 
why aren't you out there?” 

“Well,” said Dianne, “somehow I have 
taken a cold, so I thought I had better not.” 
And just then Dianne sneezed twice, which 
was ample proof that she had made a wise 
decision. 

Rhoda watched the sea gulls circling over- 
head for a few seconds; then suddenly an 
idea came to her. 

“Dianne,” she began, “since your cold 
keeps you from going in the water, and I 
don’t have a cold or a bathing suit, would 
you let me borrow yours?” 

Dianne hesitated for a moment. She 
thought of her pretty pink bathing suit in 
the box. It was made of shiny satin, with 
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shirring on the bodice. She had never worn 
it. It was still folded as it was when it came 
from the store; the price tag was still on 
it. Would she be selfish if she did not let 
Rhoda wear it? Surely Rhoda would take 
good care of it. Rhoda was 
her best friend. 

“O.K..,” said Dianne. “Let’s 
go and get it. I am sure it 
will fit you.” 

Dianne handed the box to 
Rhoda. 

“Oh, isn’t it beautiful?” 
beamed Rhoda as she lifted 
the dainty pink bathing suit 
and held it against her dress. 
“It's almost too pretty to 
wear! Are you sure, Dianne, 
that you want me to use it? 





The lost bathing suit was 
But what a sorry-looking sis 
the dog had dragged it gaily 
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You ought to be the first one 
to wear it, you know.” 

“Oh, that’s all right,” said 
Dianne. “Just go in and put 
it on. As long as my cold 
keeps me from enjoying it, 
you might as well. Hurry 
now; I'll be waiting for you 
down on the beach.” 

So Rhoda put on the pink 
satin bathing suit. It fitted 
perfectly. 

“How sweet of Dianne to 
let me borrow it,” she said 
to herself as she ran to join 
her friends in the water. She 
called back to the lonely 
Dianne on the shore. “Hi, 
Dianne, I wish you were 
here! I'm really having fun!” 
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Dianne watched the girls, wishing she 
could join them. But she was glad that 
Rhoda could have fun, even if she couldn't 
share it. 

All too soon came the signal for the girls 
to come out of the water. Rhoda carefully 
removed the wet bathing suit, and after she 
was dressed, rinsed it properly in clear, fresh 
water, and hung it securely with two snap- 
per clothespins on the line to dry. Very 
gently she patted the pink shirring into 
shape and pulled up the zipper. She tested 

e clothespins again to make sure they 

ould hold, then went to join her friends. 

“Thanks, Dianne. Thanks a lot for letting 
me use your bathing suit.” Rhoda put her 
arm lovingly around her friend and gave 
her a little squeeze. “It isn’t everybody who 
would let a friend borrow a brand-new bath- 
ing suit that had never even been worn. 
I really appreciate it, Dianne.” 

Dianne returned the little squeeze. “I’m 
glad you enjoyed wearing it,” she said. 


Later in the afternoon Rhoda went out to 
the clothesline to bring in the borrowed 
bathing suit, to return it to the owner. 

“It must surely be dry by this time,” she 
said to herself. “I'll return it to Dianne.” 

Several of the girls had already taken 
theirs down. Rhoda looked all up and down 
the line, but the pink bathing suit was 
nowhere to be seen. 

“I'm sure I hung it right here!” she said 
to herself. “The two snapper clothespins are 
still in place. Now what could have hap- 
pened to it? Surely nobody would have taken 
it. 

She asked several of the girls if they had 
seen the pink satin bathing suit with the 
shirred bodice, but they said, “No, not since 
you hung it up when we hung ours.” 

“But it was not even mine; it was Dianne’s 
—TI borrowed it!” Rhoda had tears in her 
eyes as she began to search for it. The girls 
willingly helped her; they looked under pic- 
nic benches, behind tree trunks, in bushes 


ing suit was found at last. 
ry-looking sight it was, after 
agged it gaily over the beach! 
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THE FROGS’ CONCERT 


/ By EDNA ATKIN PEPPER 


yw” 
, When shadows lengthen, lengthen 
And twilight fills the cup 


Of all the dusky heavens, 
| hear them tuning up. 


The frogs come out of hiding! 
From out the water's edge 

I see them trekking slowly 
Along the rocky ledge. 


And when the sun has settled 
Behind the greening hills, 


| hear the trial tuning, 
The first brief pitch and trills. 


Then Grandpa Bullfrog signals, 
And echo answers clear; 
The fiddles follow, follow, 
For the musicale is here. 


And till the stars are paling 
With light of early dawn, 
The froggies pluck their fiddles 

In concert on the lawn. 


OPP PIP PILI I IIR III 
14 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


and flower beds. Suddenly one of the girls 
pointed out on the beach. 

“Look! What do you suppose that dog 
is dragging in the sand?” 

The girls ran to see. Yes, it was—it was 
the pink bathing suit, or rather what was 
left of it. For the dog had chewed and 
shaken it and dragged it in the dirt until 
it was almost beyond recognition. All that 
was good about it was the zipper. 

Too hurt for words, Rhoda stood looking 
at the sorry mass the girls had taken from 
the dog. What a wreck that dog had mad 
of a once-beautiful pink satin bathing suit! 
Somehow he had pulled it out from under 
the snapper clothespins. Rhoda burst into 
tears. When the girls showed it to Dianne, 
Rhoda said, “I am so sorry, Dianne. It was 
all my fault. I should not have asked to 
borrow it. Please forgive me. Somehow I 
will try to make it right with you.” 

Dianne saw the look of sincere repentance 
on her friend’s face, and said simply, “I am 
sorry too. It was a pretty bathing suit.” And 
to Rhoda’s great surprise, nothing more was 
said about it. 

After Rhoda returned home she still car- 
ried a heavy burden on her heart. Oh, if she 
had not asked to borrow that pink bathing 
suit, it need not have happened. Very faith- 
fully she worked, running errands, caring for 
children, and denying herself many little 
treats that she liked. She was saving her 
money. It seemed to Rhoda that it took a 
long time to earn enough to make it right 
with her friend for the borrowed bathing 
suit. But finally, with joy in her heart, she 
folded six dollars into an envelope, wrote 
a humble apology, and sent it to Dianne. 
Her obligation was met, the burden was 
rolled away, and she was happy again. 

As Rhoda was reading the twenty-eighth 
chapter of Deuteronomy one evening, she 
came upon verse twelve. 

“Mother, Mother!” she exclaimed. “I found 
it! I found the eleventh commandment.” 

“What does it say, dear?” asked Mother. 

Rhoda read, “. . . and thou shalt not bor- 
row.” 

“There may be some exceptions to that 
rule,” said Mother. “But I think, as a whole, 
it is a very good one to follow.” 

“I am going to mark it in my Bible,” 
said Rhoda, “because I want always to re- 
member that verse. “Thou shalt not borrow.’ 
I certainly learned my lesson when I bor- 
rowed Dianne’s pink bathing suit.” 
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ROUGHNECK 


By DONNA GERHART|/ P 


pened burst loudly into the house, slam- 
ming the screen door behind him. 

“Hi, Sis,” he caroled good-naturedly, toss- 
ing his baseball glove into the nearest chair. 
“We sure had a good game this afternoon.” 

“Larry,” said Joyce impatiently, “Mother is 
trying to rest, and you know she has asked 
you not to come into the house so noisily, 
throwing your things around. You're not go- 
ing to know where your glove is the next 
time you want it, either.” 

“Sure I will,” Larry insisted, scarcely low- 
ering his loud tones and giving his sister 
a brotherly push as he passed her on his way 
to the kitchen. 

Joyce bit her lip. She had not liked this 
last bit of brotherly attention, but she de- 
cided to say no more. 

Larry was not really an unkind boy, but 


Mi, 


, 
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he was often thoughtless and rough; and 
he did not seem to realize that his incon- 
siderate ways were annoying to others. Just 
last week this very fault had kept him from 
securing a summer job he had wanted very 
much at Mr. Jacobs's grocery store. 

Seeing the “Boy Wanted” sign in the 
store window, he had rushed into the store, 
nearly bumping into a large woman with 
her arms full of groceries. Jumping aside to 
avoid the collision, he had knocked over a 
display of canned food. Fully embarrassed, 
Larry hastened to repair the damage; but 
some of the cans had been dented, and the 
whole incident had cost Mr. Jacobs several 


Roughneck Larry pushed his sister, and down she 
went, pulling the iron off the ironing board and 
knocking her shoulder severely against a cupboard. 








minutes of his busy time. Needless to say, 
it ended all prospects for the job. 

Larry would muss Joyce's hair, slap her on 
the back, and do various other annoying and 
unpleasant things. If in his rough play he 
made Joyce cry, he was always sorry, but 
as his mother pointed out to him one day, 
“Sometimes an apology will not be able to 
make all the necessary amends. Your thought- 
lessness is going to cause you real trouble.” 
But Larry continued in his boisterousness 
until one day he had an experience that made 
him decide to change his ways. 

It was one of those sticky August after- 
noons when nothing seemed to be going 
right. Joyce had set up the ironing board near 
the kitchen door, for there was a little breeze 
there. She had taken upon herself the task 
‘of doing her own ironing, for she was twelve 
years old and very capable. As usual, Larry 
burst into the kitchen without a thought, 
and nearly knocked the ironing board over. 

“Do be careful,” Joyce cried crossly. 
“Couldn’t you see I was near the door?” 

“Don't be so cross,” retorted Larry, “and 
get out of my way. I want to get by you.” 
And with that he gave his sister an unkind 
shove. Somehow, her feet became tangled 
in the cord of the iron, and she fell forward, 
striking her shoulder sharply against the cor- 
ner of one of the kitchen cupboards. The 
iron fell to the floor with a crash, and al- 
though no one was burned, an ugly scar was 
left in the linoleum. 

By now Joyce was crying and Mother had 
appeared on the scene. 

“Children, children,” she exclaimed. “Not 
another quarrel!” Larry was truly upset at 
having caused such a disturbance, and he 
said many times how sorry he was, but Joyce 
would not be comforted. 

“My shoulder hurts me,” she cried, “and 
I can barely lift my arm.” 

At this, Mother became alarmed and de- 
cided to take Joyce to the doctor to see 
whether any real damage had been done. 
Poor Larry was beside himself with reproach, 
for he had not meant to hurt Joyce at all. 
“It’s just because I’m too thoughtless and 
mean,” he told himself unhappily. 

The doctor found that something indeed 
was wrong with Joyce’s shoulder. She had 
cracked her collarbone and would be forced 
to have her shoulder taped and to keep her 
right arm perfectly still for many weeks. 

The X-rays and the medical care were 
expensive, and Mother decided that Larry 
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should share in the costs of his unkind act. 
She hoped it would help him to remember 
to be more thoughtful in the days to come. 

And so it came about that many a warm 
afternoon found Larry running errands or 
mowing lawns instead of in the baseball 
field. And while he did these things he had 
plenty of time to think and resolve that with 
Jesus’ help, there would be a new Larry in 
that neighborhood. And you know, there 


really was. 





The Side-saddle Race 
From page 8 


Neither girl was seriously injured, only 
bruised and frightened. But when Grace saw 
Mother coming on old Jim she forgot she 
was almost a young lady and began crying 
again. Mother slid off the horse and took her 
in her arms, and her little daughter sobbed 
out her grief just as she used to when she was 
ten years old. For once she was happy to 
have a bit of Mother’s sympathy and cod- 
dling. 

Back at the house, dirt brushed from 
clothes, faces washed, and elbows painted 
with iodine, they all sat down in the lawn 
seats to talk it over. 

Presently Grace's mother went into the 
house to put the sack of wild grapes in the 
cellar to keep them fresh. The girls kept 
on talking. “Grace, you are a lucky girl to 
have such a fine mother,” said Pearl. 

“I am just beginning to realize it; also, 
that I am not such a grownup after all.” 

“Girls, 1 wonder if you can imagine what 
it would be like not to have a mother?” 
Pearl asked softly. 

“O Pearl, I forgot you have no mother,” 
said Jean. 

“You once told us long ago that your 
mother died before you were old enough 
to remember her,” Grace said. 

“Last night when you girls were com- 
plaining about your mothers’ coddling you 
too much I knew I would give everything 
I have to be one of you and have a loving 
mother. And as for not wanting to be 
bossed, as you call it, parents always know 
best. Would you let me tell you now about 
my visit to Aunt Abbie’s last summer?” 

“Oh, do, for we forgot all about it,” said 
Grace. 

Next Week: “Pearl's Story.” 
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sch Bible Acrostic oP 
in By GRACE V. WATKINS // me 


eit Each line describes a person in the Bible. Read- 


ing down, the first letters of the persons’ names 
spell one of the men in the fiery furnace. 
. He was sent to heal Paul’s eyes. 

CE | Se: a cee ae aa 
2. He accompanied Paul. (Acts 12:25.) ccccccocomosm 


3. He sold his birthright. (Gen. 25:32, 
Mo ee 
1 4. He was bold with a sling. (1 Sam. 
sii _ ality pena Ranier omer co ee 
aw 5. He was in a boat for a year. (Gen. 
she 7:7.) eetaivociak 
ing 6. He called down fire from heaven. 
her (2 Kings 1:10.) ieee 
sed 7. He was Paul’s schoolteacher. (Acts 
was 22:3.) ey ee Lea 
to 8. She left Naomi and Ruth. (Ruth 1: 

14.) re 
od- es 
om About Samuel ID. 
ted By ELLEN E. MORRISO ‘PAY 
wn 

Each of the blank spaces in the following sen- 
the tences can be filled in with a word or name found 
the in the Bible story of Samuel. 
ept 1. The mother of Samuel was ......ccccccoccneon (1 Sam. 

1:20). 
= 2. The priest under whom Samuel served was 
cheese eneniants (1 Sam. 2:11). 
Iso, 3. During one might the cece called to 
Ul. Samuel (1 Sam. 3:10). 
hat 4. Samuel became known as a great ccccccnoneuennnn 
ee (1 Sam. 3:21). 

5. Samuel told the people of Israel that ................... 

er,” had been chosen by God to be their first king (1 Sam. 
10:21, 24). 
our 6. The Lord sent Samuel to anoint .0.....cccccccns 
| the son of Jesse (1 Sam. 16:13). * 

igh 
m- we Who Was He? PAI ™4 
you By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS 

ul 
he He said of himself, ‘! was no prophet, neither was 


b | a prophet’s son; but | was an herdman, and a 
a gatherer of sycomore fruit: and the Lord took me 


Ow as | followed the flock, and the Lord said unto 
out me, Go, prophesy unto my people.” 

He prophesied about 787 B.C. 
aid He said, “Surely the Lord God will do nothing, but 


he revealeth his secret unto his servants the 
prophets.” 
He wrote a book of the Bible. 


ed 





Beginning With PPAID 
By ELEANOR J. PAULSON” ie 


All these words begin with P and all are names 
of books in the Bible. Can you guess the correct 
answers? 

1. Another word for wise sayings. Po... 0... ou 

2. The Hebrew songbook. P ......... ... ... 

3. The name of a man who owned a runaway 
slave. P ... sia 

4. Paul weate a : letter to these renamed to whom 
he had preached. P .. = 

5. He denied Jesus. three times. P.. 

& a 
Sea of Galilee Wa 4 _ 
By REUBEN S. DELON 


Get into your boat where the arrow points in, 
and come to land where the arrow points out. You 
will find the winds blow you all over the lake! 


ANSWERS 
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Mission Stories From the 








Judy Goes 
le Africa 





Published by... 


JUNGLE THORN 
by Norma R. Youngberg 


A gripping story of mission- 
ary work in the jungles of 
Borneo. A close-up picture that 
shows a missionary at work 
and how he fits into the lives 
of the jungle folk. Illustrated 
by Harold Munson. $2.00 


UP FROM THE 
GODOWNS 


by Alta H. Christensen 


The author graphically tells 
what Seventh-day Adventist 
missions can do for an individ- 
ual. She, at the same time, 
gives us an intimate picture 
of the eventful life of a mis- 
sionary in India. $2.25 


JUDY GOES TO AFRICA 
by R. E. Finney, Jr. 


In this sequel to Judy Steps 
Out is told the interesting 
story of a missionary doctor 
and his wife—a nurse. These 
young people shared their faith 
while, with divine help, they 
relieved suffering. $2.00 


SOUTHERN PUBLISHING 
ASSOCIATION 





Actual Experiences 


of those who lived them 


In these books readers of all ages will 


find inspiration and insight into the lives 
of the dedicated missionaries who are 
carrying the gospel of Jesus to the dark 
places of the world. 


MIRACLE IN BORNEO 
by Norma R. Youngberg 


This is the true story of a 
young girl in Borneo, her 
heathen customs, and how she 
became a Christian. Power- 
fully told, it portrays the on- 
ward march of the gospel in 
spite of opposition. $2.00 


AFRICAN ANIMAL 
STORIES 


by Harry W. Lowe 


Stories of everyday life in Af- 
rica written in general terms 
that are easy for the children 
to understand. The stories are 
presented to show that there 
is a great deal that is kind, 
simple, and attractive in the 
jungle. $2.00 


Please add sales tax if necessary, and postage—10 cents 
for first book and 5 cents for each additional one. 


Prices 10 per cent higher in Canada 
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A Friend in Armor 
From page 9 


eggs was kept in a cage containing five 
armadillos. The animals would not touch 
the eggs even though they were there for 
three weeks. In other experiments armadillos 
refused to eat eggs until they were broken 
for them. 

When it comes to insects, however, the 
little animals show considerable interest. 
They will clean up ant nests with their sticky 


Ou and destroy large numbers of ter- 


ites, beetles, cockroaches, worms, grass- 
hoppers, and cane borers. They even relish 
such risky fare as scorpions, tarantulas, and 
centipedes. For this we can certainly thank 
our armored friend. 

For a change in diet they will also sample 
such things as puffball mushrooms and liz- 
ards, or wild fruit like blackberries and mul- 
berries. Man is ordinarily little disturbed by 
this animal except when he digs too indus- 
triously around garden plants in his search 
for insects. 

A short time after seeing that armadillo 
I came across one that had been recently 
run over. I examined it closely. 

The shell which covers the shoulders and 
hips is not so hard and brittle as a turtle 
shell, but more tough and slightly flexible, 
like a horse’s hoof. 1 found that I could bend 
the shells together partly at the bottom. On 
young armadillos the shell is soft like 
leather. It has to be, so the little fellows can 
grow. When they have reached full size, the 
shell hardens. 

The only armadillo found in the United 
States has nine bands around his middle. 
This allows him to bend to some extent. 
The neck is covered with flexible skin, but 
the forehead has a horny shield. The legs are 
covered with heavy scales and the tail has 
rings of armor. Underneath, the animal has 
hairs, but they are few and far between. 

The nine-banded armadillo cannot curl 
up into a ball as some others of the family 
do for protection, but when he is pursued 
he heads for the nearest thicket. Here he 
digs as fast as he can with his long claws. 
In two minutes one armadillo was so well 
dug in that a pick had to be used to dig him 
out. It does not take very long for one to 
leave nothing showing but his armored back. 

If a dog or a man tries to pull him out by 
the tail, he will brace his legs and arch his 
shell till he is wedged in tight. The more 


his tail is pulled, the firmer he will be 
wedged in. 

In South America there are several other 
kinds of armadillos in addition to the one 
we have here. The number of bands varies 
from three to thirteen or even more. The 
size varies greatly also. Most of them are 
covered with bare armor, but one, the hairy 
peba, has his shell covered with long hair. 

The little silky armadillo has his back 
covered with rows of scales and has a horny 
plate over the rear end. In several places 
around his body long silky hairs grow. He 
has large claws and loves to dig in sandy 
desert country. When pursued he quickly 
digs himself in, leaving nothing to be seen 
but his bony end plate, which is hard to get 
hold of. 

The three-banded armadillo can roll him- 
self up into a round ball that has only armor 
showing. The face and legs and tail are 
neatly fitted inside. 

The tatouay and the giant armadillo are 
quite large, the latter measuring a yard long. 
The fat of these animals is used by natives 
to cure wounds. 

In both South and North America the 
bones of many prehistoric armadillos have 
been found. These probably lived before the 
Flood and were destroyed and buried during 
that time. Some are small in size, but there 
is one kind that grew to about the size of a 
rhinocerous, measuring up to fifteen feet 
long. On these animals the end of the tail 
was covered with sharp-pointed knobs, and 
must have provided a useful club. 

The armadillo is one animal that is more 
common in the United States now than it 
was fifty years ago. It is traveling north and 
east from its Southern home. With the com- 
ing of civilization many of its enemies like 
the cougar, wolf, and jaguar have decreased 
in number, allowing it to increase. At pres- 
ent it is found as far north as Arkansas and 
east to Florida. Scientists think this is prob- 
ably about as far as it will go, since it can- 
not endure much cold. 

In order to spread as far from its home 
as this it has been necessary for it to swim 
large rivers. It would seem that so heavy 
an animal would have difficulty staying 
afloat, and it does. When it first gets into 
the water the armadillo must paddle furi- 
ously. As it does so it gulps up large quanti- 
ties of air, and by the time its stomach and 
intestines are filled with air it can float 
easily. 


AUGUST 18, 1954 / 19 








Armadillos will not likely become too 
plentiful because many people are fond of 
the meat. The shells also make interesting 
sewing baskets and are widely sold in curio 
shops. 

When a mother armadillo is going to have 
a litter of young ones, she does not need to 
wonder how many there will be. There are 
always four. And these four babies are al- 
ways alike, either four males or four females. 
Maybe you know some identical twins that 
look and act alike. Mrs. Armadillo always 
has identical quadruplets. They are so much 
alike that they even have the same number 
of knobs on their armor and the same num- 
ber of hairs on their under parts. 

Armadillos have no front teeth. They 
have a few molars that are something like 
human baby teeth and are without long 
roots or enamel. They deserve to be pre- 
served as curiosities as well as for their use- 
fulness. 


The Guardian Angel of 


Summer Camp 
From page 5 


the larger girls started to shout a question 
to Frank in the front boat. She stood up, 
but Elder Smith saw her. “Keep your seat,” 
he called over. “They'll have the barge going 
in a few minutes, I’m sure.” 

The girl subsided into her chair again, 
and cupping her hands to her lips, shouted, 
“Frank, can you see what the trouble is?” 

Frank shouted back. “I just heard one of 
the men say the barge is sinking.” “Oh, no,” 
gasped several of the girls at once. “How 
will we ever get home?” 

“What fun,” chortled the boys. “We'll be 
able to sit out here till they send for another 
barge to haul us back.” 

But just then the other man who was 
driving the barge turned a grinning face to 
the campers. “Don’t worry,” he said, smiling. 
“The barge isn’t going to sink. It can’t. It’s 
unsinkable.” 

Hardly had the words left his mouth, 
however, than it became very evident that, 
sinkable or unsinkable, the barge was surely 
sinking! And it was sinking fast. A stump 
on the bottom of the lake, which no one 
had seen, had gouged a hole in it, and water 
was pouring in. 

“Quick,” shouted an 


alert counselor. 
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“Johnnie and Frank, untie the chain that 
holds the barge to the rest of the boats, so 
the barge won't drag us down with it.” 

Johnnie and Frank, fortunately, were sen- 
sible fellows. They could see what to do, 
and they didn’t get nervous in an emergency. 
As quickly as they could, they untied the 
chain. But, fast as they were, they were 
none too fast, for just as they finished, the 
barge, like a dying fish, began to roll over. 

Up to this moment everyone had been 
worrying about the motor. They had for- 


gotten all about those long sharp blades c ) 


front of the barge that cut through the tras 
and rubbish in the water. 

But now, suddenly, there was one of those 
blades towering above a boat full of girls. 
It hovered for an instant, like an arm with 
a dagger ready to strike a death blow. 
“Help!” screamed the littlest girl. But there 
was no way to help them. There was no 
way to move the boat, and it was impossible 
to run. 

Campers and counselors in the other boats 
cringed. They turned their eyes away, afraid 
to see what would happen next. The direc- 
tor’s face grew pale. “Please God,” gasped 
Frank, “please, do something to help them, 
quick!” 

But closer came that cruel blade, its sharp 
teeth seeming eager to hurt those poor girls. 
Closer. The counselor grabbed one of the 
girls and shoved her into the bottom of the 
boat. 

Closer. 

The counselor threw up an arm, as if 
with her bare hands she would push away 
the cruel monster. 

And then it was that the angels inter- 
vened. For just at the moment everyone was 
sure the girls were going to be hurt, that 
great blade stopped, turned, and fell harm- 
lessly into the water at the boat’s side. 

It had all happened so quickly that now 
the danger had passed, the campers hardly 
realized it. Many found themselves trem- 
bling from the fright. The color returned to 
the director’s face. “Thank you, God,” whis- 
pered Frank. And the two men from the 
Park Commission hitched up all the boats in 
one line—twenty-two in a row—and started 
the journey back. 

Camp was over all too soon. The last 
good-bys were said, and everyone promised 
to “see you next year.” The director walked 
down to the lake shore and gazed across the 
water where death’s angel had come so close. 








And then, seeing he was alone, he talked 
out loud to himself. “When I think what 
a large number of boys and girls come to 
Seventh-day Adventist summer camps every 
year, and how few of them ever get hurt,” 
he said, “I am convinced that the guardian 
angel comes to summer camp too.” 





Without a Devil String 
From page 3 


@... the gods he and his father before him 


had bowed down to were helpless—worth- 
less? A sudden daring resolution straight- 
ened Tatangu’s shoulders. Yes, he'd try it. 
Just this once he'd do it. He would not place 
the devil string across the bow of his boat. 
Once and for all he would prove the value 
or the worthlessness of the devil gods. 

His head was high as he stepped aboard 
and pushed the boat without the devil string 
into the sea. In spite of the small remaining 
fear that troubled him, his heart beat with 
excitement over the daring thing he was 
doing. 

All day the South Sea sunshine beat down 
on the small boat. All day Tatangu worked, 
casting out his net, retrieving it, and remov- 
ing the fish. By nightfall he had a wonderful 
catch of fish. More than he had ever had! 
And this had happened without the charm 
of the devil string! That proved it. The 
devils he had worshiped had not helped him. 
They had no power to help anyone. Hence- 
forth Tatangu would not worship devils. 

In his excitement he rowed fast toward 
shore. He must tell someone about the won- 
derful thing that had happened. As he 
neared the land a figure beckoned to him 
from the sandy beach. He rowed faster, then 
paused to listen to the shout that came to 
him. “Hurry! Hurry! A fine son has just been 
born to your wife. Hurry to see him!” 

A few more strokes of the oar, and the 
boat grated on the sand. Tatangu’s bare feet 
scattered the dust as he pounded up the path 


to his home. There he looked down at the 
tiny round face and the little pink hands and 
feet of his newborn son. As he told his wife 
the story of his exciting day and admired the 
new baby boy, he said, “I'd like to name him 
Kata Ragoso, which means ‘no devil string.’ ” 

And did the devil gods hurt that little 
boy? Oh, no. Jesus took special care of him. 
Soon Seventh-day Adventist missionaries 
came to Tatangu’s island. Tatangu was bap- 
tized, and when Kata Ragoso grew up he 
became an Adventist minister. He has helped 
hundreds of heathen to find Jesus and throw 
away their devil strings too. | met him when 
he was present at the General Conference in 
San Francisco a few months ago. 











PLAYING WITH GUNS AGAIN. A small 
boy in Illinois put a .45 caliber bullet into his 
toy cork-shooter gun, and pulled the trigger. 
The bullet exploded, sending pieces of shell 
casing into his cheek. One more boy learned 
that it is dangerous to play with guns. 


ELDERLY INDIAN. Simon Bob, of the Choc- 
taw Indians, is 105 years old. For a pastime 
he comes regularly to meet trains in Phila- 
delphia, Mississippi. It is an old habit. He 
started it just after the Civil War, when he 
saw Union soldiers marching through Missis- 
sippi. 


COLORS AND THE WAY YOU FEEL. It is 
an actual fact that a red light can make one 
feel sick! Generally speaking, blue and green 
colors suggest coolness, while red and orange 
tend to make one feel warm. On a hot day, 
brightly colored red and scarlet walls around 
a room can make the occupants irritable and 
cross. 
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IX—The Millennium 


Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


(AUGUST 28) 


Lesson Texts: Matthew 13:24-30, 36-43. 


Mem Verse: “And they lived and reigned 
with Christ a thousand years” (Revelation 20:4). 
Guiding Thought 

There is a word that we hear used a great 
deal when the subject of Christ’s second coming 
is discussed. This word is millennium. It is never 
mentioned in the Bible. It comes from two Latin 
words—mille, meaning ‘thousand,’ and annus, 
meaning “year.” 

The period of time called the millennium is a 
happy time for the saints, for.they will be with 
Christ in heaven. For the wicked, it will be as 
nothing, for they will be asleep. For Satan it will 
be a very unhappy time, for he will be alone 
on a deserted, desolated earth. 

Our conduct today, in choosing to do the right 
things or the wrong things, decides whether we 
shall spend the millennium in heaven, or asleep, 
awaiting our awakening to the punishment that 
all who disregard God’s Word will be given. 


ASSIGNMENT 1 
Read the lesson texts and the guiding thought. 
ASSIGNMENT 2 


Two Classes of People 


1. Read the parable of the tares as Jesus told 
it to the multitudes who gathered to hear Him 
preach from the boat pulpit on Galilee one day. 
(Matt. 13:24-30.) 


NoTE.—‘In the East, men sometimes took re- 
venge upon an enemy by strewing his newly- 
sown fields with the seeds of some noxious weed 
that, while growing, closely resembled wheat. 
Springing up with the wheat, it injured the crop, 
and brought trouble and loss to the owner o 
the field. So it is from enmity to Christ that 
Satan scatters his evil seed among the good grain 
of the kingdom.”—Christ’s Object Lessons, p. 71. 

2. Later, when the disciples approached Him 
and asked for an explanation of the parable, 
how did Jesus explain its important meaning? 
(Verses 36-43.) 

3. What can be compared to the tares in the 
last days? (2 Tim. 3:1-5.) 
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NOTE.—In the last days the “tares” of the para- 
ble will be seen in the increase of every kind of 
wickedness in the world. The good and the 
wicked, like the wheat and the tares, are allowed 
to go on living together until the harvesttime, 
when Christ comes to gather in the good and 
destroy the bad. 


ASSIGNMENT 3 


When the Classes Are Separated 


4. When earth’s harvesttime comes, and the 
thousand-year period which we call the “millen- 
nium” starts, how is the good grain (the right- 
eous) gathered in? (1 Thess. 4:16, 17.) 

5. What happens to the wicked, represented 
by the tares in the parable? (2 Thess. 2:8-10.) 


NOTE.—'The tares are permitted to grow 
among the wheat, to have all the advantage of 
sun and shower; but in the time of harvest ye 
shall ‘return and discern between the righteous 
and the wicked, between him that serveth God 
and him that serveth Him not.’ Christ Himself 
will decide who are worthy to dwell with the 
family of heaven. He will judge every man ac- 
cording to his words and his works. Profession 
is as nothing in the scale. It is character that de- 
cides destiny.”—Christ’s Object Lessons, p. 74. 


ASSIGNMENT 4 
During the Thousand Years 


6. What does Satan do during the thousand 
years of the millennium? (Rev. 20:1, 2.) 


NOTE.—Satan is “chained’’ because he has no 
one to tempt, no one to molest. All those through 
whom he has worked lie dead around him. 

The “bottomless pit” refers to the earth in the 
state of chaos and confusion and darkness in 
which it will be left after Christ’s second coming. 


7. How do the prophets describe the desolate 
state of the earth during this time? (Jer. 4:23-27; 
Isa. 24:19, 20.) 


NOTE.—'‘The whole earth appears like a deso- 
late wilderness. The ruins of cities and villages 
destroyed by the earthquake, uprooted trees, 
ragged rocks thrown out by the sea or torn out 











of the earth itself, are scattered over its surface, 
while vast caverns mark the spot where the moun- 
tains have been rent from their foundations.” — 
The Great Controversy, p. 657. 


8. In the meantime what are the righteous 
doing in heaven? (Rev. 20:4.) 


NOTE.—"‘In union with Christ they judge the 
wicked, comparing their acts with the statute-book, 
the Bible, and deciding every case according to 
the deeds done in the body. Then the portion 
which the wicked must suffer is meted out, ac- 
cording to their works; and it is recorded against 
their names in the book of death.’—The Great 
Controversy, p. 661. 


@ ASSIGNMENT 5 
t the End of the Millennium 


9. At the end of the thousand years what will 
take place on the earth? (Rev. 20:5, first part.) 


NOTE.—"‘At the close of the thousand years the 
second resurrection will take place. Then the 
wicked will be raised from the dead, and appear 
before God for the execution of ‘the judgment 
written.’ Thus the revelator, after describing the 
resurrection of the righteous, says, ‘The rest of 
the dead lived not again until the thousand years 
were finished.’ ”—The Great Controversy, p. 661. 


10. As the earth is filled with the resurrected 
wicked, how does Satan seize his last opportunity 
to destroy the righteous? (Verses 7-9.) 


NoTE.—'Satan consults with his angels, and 
then with these kings and conquerors and mighty 
men. They look upon the strength and numbers 
on their side, and declare that the army within 
the city is small in comparison with theirs, and 
that it can be overcome. They lay their plans to 
take possession of the riches and glory of the New 
Jerusalem. All immediately begin to prepare for 
battle."—The Great Controversy, p. 664 


11. How completely will sin and sinners be 
destroyed? (Nahum 1:9.) 


NoTE.—‘‘Satan’s work of ruin is forever ended. 
For six thousand years he has wrought his will, 
filling the earth with woe, and causing grief 
throughout the universe. The whole creation has 
groaned and travailed together in pain. Now 






For a thousand years Satan will 
have nothing to do but roam 
over the earth looking at the 
result of sin—ruin and death. 





ATAN BOUND 





God’s creatures are forever delivered from his 
presence and temptations.”"—The Great Contro- 
versy, p. 673. 


ASSIGNMENT 6 
A New World 


12. What will come forth in place of the earth 
spoiled and destroyed by sin? (Isa. 65:17, first 
half.) 

13. Will memories of the old earth and the 
trouble connected with it arise to make the right- 
eous unhappy? (Verse 17, second half.) 


NOTE.—‘“‘I saw a new heaven and a new 
earth: for the first heaven and the first earth were 
passed away.’ The fire that consumes the wicked 
purifies the earth. Every trace of the curse is 
swept away. No eternally burning hell will keep 
before the ransomed the fearful consequences of 
sin.”"—The Great Controversy, p. 674. 


ASSIGNMENT 7 


Below is a list of events that occur at the be- 
ginning of the millennium, during the millen- 
nium, and at the end of the ‘millennium. Number 
them so that they correspond with the numbers on 
the chart: 


The righteous reign with Christ and judge 
the wicked. ( ) 

The wicked are killed. (  ) 

The new earth is established. (_ ) 

Satan gathers the wicked together in a vain 
attempt to attack the righteous. (_ ) 

The righteous dead are raised. ( ) 

The final punishment of Satan 
wicked. ( 

Satan is bound on a desolated earth. (_ ) 

The living righteous are translated. ( ) 

The wicked are asleep in their graves. (_ ) 

The wicked are resurrected. (_ ) 
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Frankie, the franklin’s Gull, No. 3 - By Harry Baers 
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1. When the terrible hailstorm was over, the parent 
gulls came back from the fields to find the nesting 
ground in bad condition. Most of the young gulls 
were-killed and the eggs broken. In one nest one 
youngster, Frankie, escaped a direct hit. 2. But an- 


other danger threatened. A skunk came by shortly 
after and found many broken eggs and dead birds 
to feed on. 3. As he prowled about he came close 
to Frankie, and might have discovered him, but the 
young gull lay flat and very still on the nest. 





























4. He was not seen, and the skunk, gorged full with 
all he had eaten, waddled off to his den to sleep 
for a while. The gull was relieved to see him go. 
5. Since Frankie was the only one left in his family, 
both parents fed everything to him, and he grew 








rapidly. Grasshoppers were his main fare. 6. In the 
early dawn the gulls in the marsh began to call to 
one another, and then soon after that most of the 
flock would fly up and far away into the grain fields 
to find food for themselves and for the young ones. 
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7. The sunrise on the marsh was a beautiful sight. 
Frankie would sit on his nest watching the little 
white flecks of gulls in the sky as they grew smaller. 
8. A crow that nested in the willow trees on the 
farther margin of the lake saw them, too, one morn- 
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ing. Lately he had found it difficult to catch young 
ducklings or find nests to rob. Maybe the gull nests 
would provide something. 9. He flew over to the end 
of the marshes where the gulls nested. Sure enough, 
he saw several young gulls that still could not fly. 








